14 


BRETHREN EVANGELISTA 


Children's Department. 

A Letter From Mississippi. 
Dear Editor: — This is my fi rst letter 
for the Evangeli st. I am twelve years 
oi d. As I see no letters in the Evangel- 
ist from the sunny soulh, I thought per- 
haps you would be glad to here from me. 
We moved from Toledo, Tama Co., Iowa, 
March 7, for the benefit of my papa's 
health. We think this is a fine country. 
We would like very much if some of our 
tninistering brethren could come and visit 
us as this would be a large field to work 
in, We all attend the Baptist church. 
l'apa and mamma gave iu their letters and 
sister Minnie was baptized. We live in 
West Point, Mississippi. It is a town of 
over 3000 inhabitants. There are three 
railroads running through it. I never saw 
flowers so perfect as they arc here. There 
is so much fruit here thatwe hardly know 
what to do with it. The peaches are ripe 
and the trees are so full that they must be 
propped. I go to Sunday-school regular- 
ly. My teacher is Mr. Fox. He is the 
professor of the higfc school. I am in the 
fourth grade. Papa is out balinghay. We 
were sorry to hear of the death of E ve ret 
Thomas. As my letter is getting lcngthy 
I will close. DOLUE EitEKSOLE. 

West PoÍQt, Miss. 


From Hilford, Intl. 
I will write a letter for the children's 
colu nin. I go to Sunday-school and like 
it very much. We are expecting Mr. 
Ketich's family back soon. We are get- 
ting homesick to see them. We are sor- 
ry to h«:ar of litttle Eddie's misfortune, 
but hope thai he uiay soon be well again. 
My litlle sister ha<l her leg broken twelve 
weeks ago, but is well now. Good-bye. 

Li lli e Tro up. 


From Olover Greek, Pa. 
This is my ftrst letter to the children's 
column. I am twelve years old, I go to 
Sunday-school. My teacher's na me is 
Mr. Skyes. I will close byaskinga ques- 
tion. What were the names of the two 
pi llars uf the porch' of the temple of the 
Lord ? Garwin Smitii. 


From Brooklyn, la. 
I will wriíe a letter to the Evangelist. 
We have tjuïle a large Sabbath-school. 
I attend every Sabbath and also attend 
the King's Children. I go to school every 
day. School c'.osed May 31. Our Sun- 
day-school will have a picnic two weeks 
from Friday. I do not expect to be here 
to attend the picnic. I am going to see 
my grandmother who is eighty-four years 
old. I have never seen her. 

Lydia Roderts. 


From Oonemaugh, Fa, 
This is my second letter to the Evan- 
gelist. 1 like to read the children's let- 
ters. My papa and mamma belong to 
the Brethren church. My papa works 
every other day. The sun was very hot 
this forenoon, but a nice refreshing show- 
er came this evening, Our Sabbath- 
school has changed its time of meeting 
from 2 o'clock p. m., to 10 o'clock a. m. 
We have choir practice on Friday even- 
ing and Sunday morhing. What is the 
longest verse in the Bible, and where 
found? We have had no King's Children 
meeting since last winter. 

Clara Hilderprand. 


PINOHIBG THE BABT. 

Leltie dearly loved her little brother 
and would play with him hours at atinie; 
but sometimes when she wanted very 
much to play out of doors, her mother 
wanted her to amuse the baby, and then 
Lettie would scowl, pout, sulk and make 
herself and her mother unhappy. 

One day Lettie wanted to play "keep 
house" with her tea-set, but litlle León 
would cry for the dishes, and she had to 
put them away. 

"Oh, dear !" she cried, fretfully, "I 
never did see such a troublesome child ! 
Mother, won't you take the baby now ?" 
"I am very busy," replied her mother. 
"You amuse him as long as he is good, 
and when he gets fussy l'H take him." 

'•I d on't bel i e ve but he is sleepy/' sa i d 
Leltie ; and laying him in the cradle, she 
rocked violently, singing at the top of her 
voice ; León laughed and cooed, and 
pulled the things within reach, and had 
no idea of going to sleep. 

A wicked thought came into Lettie's 
ruind. "If I can make the baby cry, 
mother will take him." 

She leaned over. the cradle and lookcd 
down into the bright, wide-awake eyes 
and "made up" a horrible face. 

The baby looked astonished a niinute. 
and then thought it some new kind of 
play, and laughed and stretched out his 
little arms toward her. "You little hate 
fui thing, why don't you go to sleep?" 
she cried, shaking him a little. 

León laughed aloud, and crowed in his 
pretty, baby way that Lettie had thought 
wassocunning, and at any other time she 
would have almost smothered him with 
kisses, and called him "the darlingest, 
handsomest baby in the world f but now 
her heart was full of selfishness and re- 
bellion, and his sweet ways angered her. 
A mínute later her mother heard a pierc- 
ing se rea m, and ran in to see what was 
the matter. Leltie was rockíng the cra- 
dle and saying in a soothing voice, 


"There, there, go to sleep," but her face 
was red and she looked guilty. 

"What did you do to the baby?" asked 
her mother. 

"Nothing," said Lettie, faintly, blush- 
ing deeply. 

Her mother saw she was not speaking* 
the truth, and she caught her by the arm 
and shook her. "Teli me instantly what 
you did," she said ; and Lettie whimpered 
out, "I — I pinched him." 

The mother sent Lettie into the bed- 
room, and hushed the baby to sleep. 
Then she called Lettie and talked long to 
her about the cruelty of hurting her dear 
little brother, until she was ashamed and 
sorry. 

I wondered at the time what made Let- 
tie do such a naughty, cruel thing, but I 
afterward learned that she did not pray 
that morning. When any one forgets to 
pray in the morning, things are likely to 
go wrong all day. 

León was afraid of Lettie for several 
days, but after awhile she won his love 
and confidence again ; and afterward 
when her mother was sick, Lettie took 
such good care of her brother, and was so 
kind and cheerful that her mother called 
her "a brave little helper.— S. K. T. 


HOW A LITTLE BOY LEARNED A LES80N. 

It was a very hot day, and the little boy 
was lying on his stomach under the big 
linden trec reading the Seottish Chicfs. 

"My little boy," said his mother, "will 
you please go out in the garden and bring 
me a nice head of lettuce ?" 

"Oh, I— can't !" said the little boy. 
"I'm toohot !" 

The little boys father happcned to be 
close by weeding the geranium bed, and 
when he heard this, he lifted the little 
boy gently by the shoulders and dipped 
him in the great tub of wàter that stood 
all ready for watering the plants. 

"There, my son !" said the father. 
"Now you are cool enough to go and get 
the lettuce, but remember next time that 
it will be easier to go at once when you 
are told, as then you will not have to 
change your clothes." 

The little boy went drip, drip, dripping 
out into the garden and brought the let- 
tuce. Then he went drip, drip, dripping 
into the house and changed his clothes, 
but he never said a word, for he knew 
there was nothingto say. 

That is the way they do things where 
the little boy li ves. Would you like to 
live there ? Perhaps not. Yet he is a 
very happy boy, and he is learning the 
truth of the old saying : 

"Come wben you're called, do as you're bid, 
Shul the door afler you and you'll never be ctaid." 
— Youih's Companion. 


